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The landlady paused and took a deep,
sighing breath.

" What happened to the dressing-case ? "
asked Mr. Boston. The story had touched
him intimately. And yet he wanted to
know about the dressing-case; what colour
it was, even, and how many bottles it con-
tained,

" They made her take it back," said Mrs.
Williams shortly.

The rain was still falling gently, murmuring
upon the roof. Out of the window he could
see a man and a boy dismounting barrels
from a red-wheeled dray. Under their bon-
nets of sacking they worked with effort but
with ease, as though yielding like reeds to
the soft flow of time. They stood on either
side of the cart-tail, holding a hogshead
poised at the top of the strong ladder; the
whole weight of each man's body massed
simply into one outstretched arm. They
let the barrel run, and relaxed like young
trees when the wind sinks. The hogshead
crunched the wet gravel as they swiftly
trundled it along. A vapoury steam rose
from the horses' bronzen flanks. There was
the sharp chinking of shining bits.

" That's   a   very   interesting story, Mrs.